MODERN REASONING
AN EPISTLE
Whence comes it, L-----x, that ev'ry fool,
In reason's spite, in spite of ridicule.
Fondly his own wild whims for truth maintains,
And all the blind deluded world disdains;
Himself the only person blest with sight,                     5
And his opinion the great rule of right?
*Tis strange from folly this conceit should rise,
That want of sense should make us think we're wise:
Yet so it is. The most egregious elf
Thinks none so wise or witty as himself.                    10
Who nothing knows, will all things comprehend;
And who can least confute, will most contend.
I love the man, I love him from my soul.
Whom neither weakness binds, nor whims controul;
With learning blest, with solid reason fraught,           15
Who slowly thinks, and ponders every thought:
Yet conscious to himself how apt to err,
Suggests his notions with a modest fear;
Hears every reason, every passion hides,
Debates with calmness, and with care decides;         20
More pleas'd to learn, than eager to confute,
Not victory, but truth his sole pursuit.
But these are very rare. How happy he
Who tastes such converse, L------, with thee!
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